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quite a stranger in Rome. The woman gave him
a chair, and soon she bound up his bleeding hands
with linen, and some of the persons present
proposed to get a coach, and they offered to
accompany him to the hospital in the Corso, where
his wounds were dressed, and then he was taken to
his home. One of the young surgeons attended
him. An account of the affair was registered
while the assassin was in prison.
One day the priest was summoned to attend at
the prison; he went there, and he was shortly
conducted to a large room, and before him stood a
row of prisoners, and he was told, if he saw among
them the man who had stabbed him, to go up and
put his finger upon him. The priest instantly
went up, and touched a man who turned out to be
no other than my little Mend the waiter, cook,
patriot, poet and assassin. He was tried and
condemned to fifteen years in the Galleys. This
happened previous to the Pope's departure from
Rome.
In the course of a few months after this affair,
whilst I was dining at the Trattoria, I asked the
waiter what caused the rejoicing which I heard
throughout the house. He said, with great
excitement, that the Government of the Triumviri
had liberated my friend from the Galleys; " but,"
said I, "he was condemned under the Pope's
Government to fifteen years' imprisonment for